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And when the Heart is reached,

Swarajya sure is gan^d,

Where difference is gone

Of self and of not-self,

Of virtue and of vice,

Of sorrow and of joy.

No death is there, nor birth,

No darkness, nor seen light.

All these illusions fly,

Before Thy glorious blaze.

^. The waters of the ocean
By sun and wind upraised
As cloud and rain descend
Down hill and slope as streams
To reach again their source,
The Ocean, and there rest.
The feather'd tribe that leaves
Its leafy home on earth
And restless, on the wing,
E'er wanders far and wide
At last to find its rest,
Its starting place regains.
Oh Arunachal great!
^Tis from Thy wisdom's oceaiiy
The Jivas* flow'd of yore.
'Tis from thy tree of life,
These birds took flight in air.
Now that they long for rest,
Inquiring what's their source,
They flow or fly to Thee
Their ocean or their tree.

* ' Jivas' means individual souls.